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Introduction 


"This short artist book is compiled from a series of 
fragmented ideas that were developed while performing 
manual labour at an auction house in Montreal. Officially, 1 
was hired as a photographer; however, the majority of my job 
consisted of the Sisyphean task of temporarily stacking and 
restacking the furniture that was in our warehouse. 1 was 
initially seduced by the endless flow of personal ephemera 
that 1 vvould find tucked avvay in the dravvers of the furniture 
vve vvere auctioning on consignment: hovvever, after a year 
both my attention and the discs in my lower back began to 
slip. The contents of this book are personal, although not 
necessarily autobiographical, and include reflections, 
snapshots, real photo postcards and personal artifacts found 


while performing my daily tasks at the warehouse. 


Lock of Hair 


Operation Mirage 


In my early twenties 1 rode a Greyhound from Vancouver to 
Montreal in order to work as a salesman. The job used 
deceptive telemarketing practices to sell toner cartridges to 
businesses that did not order them, and usually did not want 
them. For our services, vve vvould charge fees that vvere three 
to four times higher than those of their regular supplier, a 
practice which, as my boss often reminded us, was perfectly 
legal. In 2007, charges were laid by the Competition Bureau. 
They alleged that our company bilked approximately 23,000 
organizations out of more than $10 million betvveen 1999 
and 2004. 


I chose to target banks and larger corporations. As such, 1 
imagined myself as a modern-day Robin Hood or as some 
type of working-class hero. In reality, I was just desperate for 
work. I wasn't entirely convinced that what we were doing 
was legal, as the odds were against someone in my position 
making over $1000 a week in bonuses, but perhaps my boss 


was right: maybe 1 did have the gift of gab. 


Telemarketer: Good morning/afternoon, I am looking to speak to the person 


in charge of your copy machine. 


Victim: That's me. lor: Let me get them.| 


T: Perfect. It's (name) from Laser Depot. As you know, we are a company 


currently dealing with you. How is your machine working these days? 


V: It seems to be working fine. 


T: Great! If you have any problems give your service guy a call, that's what 
he's there for. Remember there is a 1-800 number on the side of the 
machine. Can we just re-confirm the model number of your machine? It's 


usually right on the front. 


V:1 vill go check. Tor: I can't seem to find it. T: It should be on the front or 
maybe it's on your manual. Does this help? Can you find it?) The model 


number is İmodel numberl. 


T: Awesome. 1 know you're busy and Idon't want to take up any more of 
your time. 1 just wanted to let you know that the price of the cartridges will 
be going up at the end of the month. However, as a special favour for you, 
we've reserved two boxes at the old price. 1 just want to confirm you are still 


at (office address). 


V: Yes we are. lor: No, we haven't been there for years. T: Oh, 1 must be 


looking at an old invoice. I will make sure it is correct in our files.| 


T:1will send out those cartridges ASAP. Have a great day. 


V: Bye. 


Uprising at the International House of Pancakes 


During my final year of high school, I worked as a 
busboy/dishvvasher at THOP”. The weekend rush was intense, 
but the rest of the time we would goof around while 
performing our necessary duties. A few months after 1 
started the job, one of my co-workers approached me about 
unionizing. Given that 1 was only working part-time and was 
underage, 1 abstained from voting. My co-workers voted to 
unionize, and vvithin days our union entered into 
negotiations vvith our employer. IHOP” retaliated by locking 
us out, forcing our union representative to super glue their 


locks. Thus began the International general strike of 1997. 


Once a week 1 would stand in solidarity with my comrades 
marching the line and chanting, although 1 officially refused 
strike pay since 1 had already started to work as a short-order 
cook at the VVhite Spot across the street. After many months, 
the ringing of revolution caused the IHOP” to permanently 
close their doors. By the time that happened, 1 had stumbled 
into paradise on earth: the mailroom at the Insurance 
Corporation of British Columbia. (Un)fortunately, ICBC 


went paperless a few years later, rendering this job obsolete. 


Working in the mailroom meant sorting, delivering and 
picking up mail for the office. While sorting I would listen to 
books on tape and episodes of Democracy Novvl, and while 
delivering I would engage in stimulating office gossip, light 
conversation and general pleasantries. This remains my 
highest-paid full-time job and the only one that didn't cause 
that chronic condition that most of the vvorking vvorld faces: 
morning dread. "he work was neither mind-numbingiİy 
boring nor labour intensive, and it provided ample 
opportunities for me to pursue my own thoughts and ideas. 
In other words, it spoiled me for life. Now 1 demand the 
impossible — a decently paid job that allows for a form of 
intellectual freedom and which doesn't lead to physical 


exhaustion. 


Je ne veux pas d'un monde ot la certitude de ne pas mourir de 


faim s'öchange contre le risque de mourir d'ennui. 


I want nothing of a world in which the certainty of not dying 
from hunger comes in exchange for the risk of dying from 


boredom. 
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Handmade Button 


a .. 
Hand in the Snovv 


Pucker Up 


Lost Memory 


Break Time 


Broken Nose 


Work Hand 


Green Nail Syndrome 


Mouldy Spaghetti 


Jesus at Work 


Manneguin at Work 


—. 
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Nick at VVork 


Excerpted text from Susanne de Lotbiniğre-Harwood's 


introduction to Lucien Francceur s Neons in the Night 


the search for identity, the pursuit of intoxication. a delicate balance. 
tightrope/darkness on the edge. we of the quebec-rock generation are tender 


volunteer/victims of the struggle. 


focus: 1960. Ja revolution tranguille/the quiet revolution. out from under 
the iron robes of pater duplessis, quebec enters 20th century through the 
backdoor. out of the ghetto, into the lap of modern times. south of the 
border the beats go on. soon an electric rain's a-fallin' on their flower hair. 
let the sunshine in. we want the world and we want it NOW. so say 
we/people of the north. my country "is not just darkness, winter & ice. my 


country 'tis a heart, a frank heart, a francocur. 


montreal 9/9/48: “iama poet, i was born in rock & roll”. what else can a 
poor boy/from the not-so-soft underbelly of the paris of north america / DO 
but scribble poems on the back of export “A” packs, sock it to some jerk on 
the jaw, sniff the juicy crotches of nubiles in the night/in stilettos/hot like a 
yukebox & when the music s over, have another hit/TT"S THE REAL THING. 
“had i been born 100 years ago i might have been rimbaud...drinkin' cheap 
gin and dreamin' of joplin”. le dereglement des sens. excess excess 


excess/what does it matter? 


flashback: 1759/les plaines d'abraham. wolfe defeats montcalm. england 
wins Ja nouvelle-france/gu&bec from france. The birth of a nation/la 


naissance d'la tragedie. genetic terrorism sets in. cut. 


montr€al, 1970. mailbox bombs explode. british diplomat kidnapped. quebec 
labour minister kidnapped/murdered. separatist/terrorist FLQ (front de 
liberation du gu&bec) claims responsibility. war measures imposed by 


canadian government. 500 arrests. 8 exiled. many jailed, some for life. 


a revolution alive in every being who feels more truth in rhythm than in 
money, more power in words than in guns. rock & roll forever young/on the 
streets. rock & roll: music of the most high. rock & roll never forgets/will 
never die. buddy holly lives. in the heart of bruce springsteen, boss of the 
badlands. rimbaudelaire lives. in the brainiac amour of patti lee smith, 
mistress of desire. jim morrison lives. in the pen/is of lucien francoeur, 


rockeur sanctific. 


in the spirit of rock & roll, 


S. de L.-H. 
November 22, 1979 


Warehouse Martyrdom 


I began working at the auction house while completing the 
last stages of a PhD. Despite my list of complaints, 1 felt 
grounded by the physical labour. The job also had plenty of 
perks: an endless supply of undeveloped rolls of exposed 
fılm, snapshots, SD cards, kitschy paintings and other 


ephemera. 


The characters who frequented the warehouse were of two 
kinds: pickers auctioning off their curbside treasures and 
bidders who wanted second-hand items at bargain-basement 
prices. Without a doubt the deals were abundant, but there 
was also a fair amount of guality junk and items that had 
been abandoned for good reason. One person's trash is 


another person's auction item. 


My co-workers were from two camps: French ex-pats and 
Quebecois pure laine. 1 was the only föfe carr€e, an outsider 
in un entrepöt full of outsiders. VVhile at vvork, vve all became 
living caricatures and performed our roles diligentiy. During 
the week we overcame our differences. But as the weekend 
approached, we collectively shared a utopian vision: two days 


of freedom. 


My Dear Joe - 
Neither the art of the painter nor the skill of the artist can compare with the 
simple written word in expressing the sincerity of my good wishes for you 
and yours for a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Years. 

As ever, P.). 
Handwritten note dated N.Y. Dec. 23, 1931. 


Dear Daddy, 
Hi Happy Valentines Day. 1 love you very much. I want to marry you. Dont 
tell mommy she doesn't know about us. 

Susan 
Handwritten note framed in a hand-drawn heart with an arrow through it 
dated Feb. 14, 1967. 


Do you know any of these people? 

Handwritten note on the back of a real photo postcard showing three vvell- 
dressed women sitting on a prop moon with fresh flowers on their hats. 
Undated. 


See the sun was hot. Poor snap but it gives a general idea of how it looked 
then. You can see my helper on top of the “works” while I was standing on 
the right side handing him a board. Those were the early days when brains 
had to do some work. Jack (the helper) kept telling me to go home * have 
some beer as he runs the beer parlour. 1 said “not "til we finish this job.” 
Handwritten note on the back of a snapshot showing a person on a structure 
in the process of being built. A burn on the right side obstructs the narrator. 
Undated. 


The Myths of Everyday Life 


Leaving the warehouse for the last time, 1 felt the cool air of 
freedom against my lips. 1 had yet to officially quit, but 1 
knew it was over for me. 1 lit a match and threw it at the 
building. Of course, nothing had changed, but 1 felt liberated. 


It was a contradiction: a weight had been lifted off, yet 1 felt 
sucked into the ground. 1 had no idea what 1 was going to 
do. But1 knev if 1 had to, I could always sign up to bela 
human guinea pig, a vvell-paying position alvvays available to 


un anglophone living in Montreal. 


The night 1 determined that 1 was going to quit my job 1 
couldn't sleep, so 1 caught a late-night rerun of the American 
sitcom Roseanne. "Ihe series followed the lives of a vvorking- 
class family struggling to get by on a limited household 
income in Lanford, Illinois. In the episode, Dan Conner 
(played by John Goodman), the husband of the family 
matriarch, poses the following guestion to himself: “How was 
work?” He responds, “Well, today was a special one for me. 
It was the 179" day in a row where 1 did exactly the same 


thing.” One must imagine Dan happy. 


The following snapshots, real photo postcards and studio 
portraits were found tucked away in the furniture that was 


brought into the auction house. 


Child Drinking 


<3 


Passport Photo of a Girl 


Portrait of a Military Family 


Ace of Spades 


Dracula 


Studio Portrait of an Old Man 


Portrait of a Woman 


Portrait of a Man 


In Search of Lost Time 

Every time 1 hear OutKast's “Hey Yal” it triggers İz memoire 
involontaire, and 1 flash back to the year 1 spent 
telemarketing in Montreal. While working, my boss would 
play this song to signify a sale. "he intent was to motivate, 
but in reality it was a form of psychological torture. These 


are des souvenirs qu il vaut mieux oublier. 


At the time, I was obsessively reading crime noir novels and 
stumbled upon the writing of Jim Thompson. In particular, 
Ihompson's second memoir Roughneck struck a major 
chord. Imagine the old alcoholic at your local sharing tales 
about odd jobs and hard drinking, and it might sound like a 
reading of "hompson s book. In one section, he recounts his 
time spent as a debt collector for an installment store during 
the Depression. VVhile collecting, his partner once used pliers 
to jam the hasp of a backyard privy in which one of their 
debtors vvas hiding. His partner proceeded to set fire to the 
outhouse and demanded payment before he vvould open the 
door. Once the payment had been slid under the door, the 
pliers were removed and a skinny young man with 


tuberculosis exited the burning structure. 


The young man, as though talking to himself, explained that 
the money was for his wife, who was in the hospital. He then 
posed a hypothetical guestion: “What's a guy gonna do when 
he does all he can and it ain't nowheres good enough?” Jim's 
partner later responded, “It's him or us, them or us. What's a 


guy going to do?” 


Incapable of collecting, even after his boss threatened him 
with a bat, Jim nevertheless continued to work the milk run 
until the firm finally shut down. He explained to his boss, 
“We've got everything on our side. The law, and a tough 
bunch of boys to ride them ragged. I can't fight people like 
that. 1 feel sorry for them.” Not exactly a Marxist 
methodology, but sympathy for the underdog is often 
missing in a society that values competition above all else. 
Moreover, Jim took the job out of a desperation he shared 
vvith the people he collected from - he vvas broke and had a 


family, and jobs were scarce. 


Since guitting my job at the warehouse, I remain gainfully 
unemployed and potentially unemployable. Downwardiy 
mobile as always, but I have yet to decide - is working that 
shit job at the warehouse a step above or below 
unemployment? In Montreal, there is more truth in rhythm 
than in money, and more power in words than in guns. İt is 


the last major city where one can afford to be broke. 


